ANGORA OUTING 
OLYMPIC NATIONAL PARK 
August 27 - Sept. 4, 1949 


All summer the weatherman had been in a dither. He must have been 
clearing out a lot of remnants, so those of us planning to go on 
the Olympic outing felt none too secure about our chances of being 
in his favor. Nevertheless we went ahead and made our plans. 


After consulting experts we agreed on the area around Seven Lakes 
Basin as our headquarters. Minnie Peterson, so we were told, was 
the person to pack us in there.e A letter went to Minnie. The 
answer was that she could pack us in-- maybee 


Early in August a meeting of those planning the trip was held. 

Menus were made out and food lists compiled. Sources of general 
equipment were surveyed for tents, shovels, axes, etc. and prospects 
began to look goode But the weather was still bad. A week to go 
and another meeting was held. Last minute details were checked up 
and everything seemed to be nearly ready.e But still the weather was 
unsettled, and still no definite word from Minnie. 


Our party of eight Angoras was to be joined by Norman Jensen who 
suffers the misfortune of being Reuben's nephew. Norm sent word 

that the Ranger at Sol Duc Hot Springs, spent the winter months as 
vice—principal of Ballard High School in Seattle, at which high school 
Norman taught musice Mr. Van Dervanter, the ranger, sent word of his 
cooperation where and when needed to assure the success of our tripe 
We were deeply grateful, but could the man control the weather, we 
wonderede 


On the night of August 26 we all met at Jensens to pack our cars with 
camping gear and food. Three cars were ultimately to be used but Ami 
and Nancy Johnson had gotten their social calendar top-heavy with 
weddings and could not leave until Monday. 


So it was that the Horton car in addition to Florence and Ralph, carried 
Charlie Johnson, and Jim and Ida Jarvis suffered the presence of Esther 
and Reuben Jensen in the Jarvis conveyances Our plan was to catch the 
6:30 A.M. ferry, but many other people had the same idea and had it 
sooner than we did so we decided to wait for the second ferry at 7:50. 
Anyway who wants to ride the little ferry when, by waiting only an hour, 
one can ride the big one? 


Once aboard we took on the air of seasoned travelers and made ourselves 
at homes The Horton's and Charlie ordered breakfast and got served 
just in time to get back to the cars before our craft docked on the 
foreign shores of Washington. 
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Derbyville, on the Washington shore, was in full bloom so the Jarvis 
car made a stop so Reuben could snap a few picturese The fair weather 
that had come the previous day continued and made our ride northward a 
pleasant one. The two cars stayed close together for the entire tripe 
At Aberdeen we stopped for an hour or so of shopping for last-minute 
items and had some of our Ue S- money changed to aluminume 


The noon hour found us at Lake Quinalt where we took over the lunch 
counter at Amanda's Park for lunch and post cards. On the latter we 
scribbled “Having a wonderful timee Wish you were here”, in the usual 
manner before dispatching them by currier to the local post office. 


The remaining miles sped by pleasantly until we came to the road leading 
to Sol Duc Hot Springs 12 miles away. Conspicuous signs said " Speed 
Limit 25 MPH". Once we dern near made it too. At the Ranger Station we 
spied Norman's car parked in the yard so Reuben entered the headquarters 
to investigate and break the news of our arrival. Inside he was greeted 
by Mrs. VanDervanter who for the next few minutes practically had a three- 
ring circus on her hands. 


At the moment "Van" was out, a batch of cookies was in the oven, Trail 
Riders were hounding Mrs. Van for information as to where to camp and then 
in true "next comes the revolution" style, the Angoras arrivede But in 
jig time a dude wrangler was assigned to watch over the cookies while we 
were informed of the following facts -——— 
le Minnie was expecting to pack us in and would be there 
that evening to negotiate. 
2e Trail Riders were swarming out of the hills and if we 
wanted a place to camp we had better get going 
pronto and grab it. 
We did. 


At the camp ground about one-fourth mile beyond the Ranger Station we saw 
many signs of activity but finally spotted some empty camp sites. Ralph 
had gone to the Hot Springs to arrange for a cabin for Florence, she having 
settled for the less strenuous life of a week at the resort. With horses, 
dudes and wranglers loose in the woods, speed was of prime importance so 
before Jim could maneuver his car to a parking place an Angora had sped to 
the campsite with a shout of triumph. But at that moment another sharp- 
eyed Angora had spotted a second unoccupied campe A second figure darted 
out of the Jarvis car to speed thru the forest and skid to a stop with a 
triumphal shout. 


The echoes were still reverberating among the tall trees when a third cycle 
ran to completion. It looked like an impasse with poor Jim left at the 
wheel to make a final decision. He did it in good style, passing up the 
camp that had the broken fireplace; passing up the camp that had two tables 
but no seats; and selecting the camp down by the river where the fireplace 
was good, the seats solid and the table long and sturdy. 
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While unpacking operations were under way the Horton's and Charlie drove 


up and right away Charlie and his axe started in to dismantle a log for 
firewood. 


With dinner out of the way the men wiped their mouths on their sleeves 

and dutifully left the women to do the chores while they went to negotiate 
with Minnie. It is said people are either personalities or characters. 
Minnie is a mild blending of the two. And if she goes in for horse-trading, 
brother you'd better not have any horses to trade when she is around. 


Now as to arrangements—— we should take our stuff to her barn, a piece 
down the road so as to be there about 8:30 next morninge That would be 
August 28, a Sunday morning, if you must reckon time, days, and such stuff. 
At the barn the horses would be loaded, each with about 150 pounds as 
Minnie would conveniently estimate it. Horses were $ 5.00 per day with 

$ 10 per day for Minnie*s time but no charge for the horse she rodee Now, 
for one-day's charge she could take our stuff to the overlook above 

Seven Lakes Basin but not down into the basin. The overlook campsite was 
not too good so we should really go on to Silver Forest. We could make 
the extra distance the same day but the packing charge would be for two 
dayse The MeeAngora Club hung tough for one-day packing. 


Minnie had met her match—— but not for long. Now there was a good 
campsite on the ridge just under Bogecheil Peak if it was not already in 
use. Of course the snow might still be in there and in any event there 
was no water so we would have to melt snow, but it would cost only a dollar 
extra per horse to go there, with another dollar extra for Minnie. We 
hemmed and hawed and finally struck a deal. 


So we departed for the night, but Norman and Reuben got wind of a slide 
show to be held in the dance hall at the hot springs. They reported an 
excellent selection of slides, the artistic work of Mrs. Van and her 
camera, with Mr. Van providing the narration in a very interesting mannere 
The entire show was centered around the region we were to reach the next 
day- Those Angoras who retired so early that they missed the show missed 
some fine entertainment. 


Came the dawn and we whizzed thru breakfast, repacked our belongings 

and lit out for Minnie'ts barn. We arrived at exactly 8:29 and had to wait 
for her to come and open the gate. A large tarp was spread in the barn 
we began to carry our supplies to ite 


"Looks like we'll need five horses", says Minnie. "Now first, where's all 
your canned goods?" We didntt have any. Minnie's disappointment showed all 
overe “Well, maybe then we can get it on four horses". Foxy gale We 
heaved a coolective sigh easily worth $5 plus a dollar extra and decided 
that we might as well drive to the end of the road and start hiking. Before 
we had driven the two miles to the end of the road the awful truth dawned 
on us and in all the multitude there was not one willing to wager a nickel 
that there would be only four pack horses when the train overtook use 
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With the cars parked and packs adjusted we started on our hike--the 
Annual Outing was really under way at laste A mile of easy trail thru 
the timber brought us to Sol Duc Falls where a bridge over the narrow 
gorge gave us a good viewpoint. Beyond the pridge the trail doubled 
back and started to climb. Another mile and we came to another bridge 
over another waterfall. This was on Lakge Creek, which runs out of 
Deer Lakee 


A little while after leaving the second bridge we heard voices below 

us and stepped off the trail just in time +o avoid being trampled on 

by an energetic group of more than a dozen stalwart young hikers. They 
were clad in shorts and each carried a pack from which an ice-ax protruded. 
Just watching them dash on up the trail made us tired. All but Charlie 
Johnson, that ise He was up and away and the rest of us slowly followed. 


Up, up we went, stopping more frequently for rests, each of which was 
longer than the previous one. Noon was approaching and we were anxious to 
arrive at Deer Lake for lunch. But hunger finally won out and we sagged 
down by a small stream for lunch. After refreshments another 20 minutes 
of hiking brought us to Deer Lake. 


Up to this time the mosquitoes had been making a few practice passes at 

us but now they really went to worke We doped. A bridge over the outlet 

of the lake made a natural resting place and as we relaxed a man stepped 

out of the brush and joined our groupe In conversation he was soon identified 
by Norman as Judge Long, from the juvenile court in Seattle. After 
introductions all around Norman thoughtlessly failed to enlighten us as to 
how he happed to know the judge so well. Naturally it left us wondering. 


From Deer Lake the trail goes thru more open territory. The trees sorta 

thin out as one goes up to the next meadow in which several tiny lakes nestle. 
The forest gives way to open spaces and the trees huddle in clumps for mutual 
protection from the elements. 


Far above us we could see the trail leading over a ridgee There was still a 
big climb ahead of us and the day was growing warmer by the minute. We were 
less than a mile beyond Deer Lake when Minnie with five (count tem) pack 
horses overtook use Mrg. Van as a guest rider brought up the rear of the 
string. Correction, please, on this business of overtaking use Minnie did 
not overtake Charlie and Ralphe Those two fellers plugged on ahead. Then 
came the pack stringe Norman came next and finally the Jarvis and Jensen 
families dragged along with Jim and Reuben both mighty glad for a chance to 
use the paces of Ida and Esther as reasons for slow progress. 


As the last stragglers left the lake-infested meadow they could look a mile 


or so ahead and see two tiny figures top the ridge. Behind them came the 
others in the order just mentioned. And the last four dragged one 
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The territory "from whence we had come" began to be visible to us as we 
relaxed during our frequent rests. A few snow banks were below us and 
near the top of the ridge one snow bank still hid a part of the trail. 
Ida put on a rolling act on it for purpose of cooling off. Jim, ever 
helpful, added to the deep-freeze effect by some practical applications 
of refrigeration. 


At the summit of the ridge Minnie has a cabin and near it the trail 
branchese In scouting around to see which one to follow we came to the 
cabin and found a fellow in a black overcoat walking around on his hands 
and kneese Before Reuben could get his camera into action the feller had 
moved in to a clump of trees but he soon came out again for a curtain call. 


The trail followed the top of the ridge eastward and then dropped over to 
the south slope where it hung precariously to the upper reaches of a 

steep barren slope that went down into the valley of the Bogecheil. Far 
beyond we could see Mt. Olympus------. But why try thru words to describe 
the scene when photographs can do it so much better. 


Minnie, in describing the land-marks, had mentioned 7 zig-zags in the 
trail. These we could see far ahead--with the pack train just past them. 
High Divide was just beyond. Those tiny specks were undoubtedly the boys 
that had passed us so blithly far down the trail. 


When Reuben finally got to the top of the zig-zags he met a bear face-to- 
face right smack-dab in the middle of the trail. The bear turned and went 
backe So did our hiker. His alibi was that he wanted to notify those 
following so they could see the bear too.- When next seen, the bear was 
going over the top of the ridge a couple of hundred feet above. Evena 
bad scare would not have given any of those hikers enough energy right 
then to climb up there. 


Another bend in the trail showed a sign that had been thoughtfully put 
up to guide the stragglerse It was a piece of plywood, our camp table, 
on which had been lettered, "Stop and yell". Stopping was easy. Yelling 
required a lot more effort but we made it. 


A few minutes later we puffed into the campsite near the top of the ridge 
just as Minnie was leading her string out of the kitchen area of our camp 
and assuring us she would return for us on Saturday. Mrse Van was comparing 
a few last-minute notes on color photography with Ralph. Charlie Johnson 
was standing by with his axe in hand fairly frothing at the mouth in his 
impatience for Minnie to get out of the way so he could start hacking at the 
dead trees which Van had assured us it was OK to cut for woode 


In jig time camp was laid out. It was a three-story affair. In the basement 
was the only nearly-flat spot large enough to pitch the 9 by 12 tent reserved 
for the ladies. So that is where they went. Norman, Charlie and Ralph set 
up their tents on the very top of the ridge with Ralph clear over the 
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summit practically all fixed to slide into Seven Lakes Basin if he fell 
out of bed. The patio near the fireplace on the main floor was reserved 
for Jim and Reuben who, with only two dissenting votes, were elected 
official bear-chaser-awayerse And two better pear=chaser—awayers you 
never hearde You see, both of them snorée 


Everyone was busy as the gang set-to the task of getting camp established. 
There was much to be done and evening was not too far awaye Broken limbs 
were cleared out of the kitchen and drainage provided to dry up several 
puddles near the broken-down fireplace. Next the fireplace was put in some 
order and soon a fire was goinge It was all legal too, on account of our 
fire-permite When Van made out our permit we were not just sure where we 
would campe So he made it out for Deer Lake and Hoh Lake. Then as an after- 


thought he added "etc." 


The girls constituted a committee of two to unpack the food and Ralph began 

to hack away at the snow-bank above campe One depression down to solid ice 
began to fill and we had water. Another depression took our perishable 

food and relieved Jim of all refrigeration service responsibilities. All 
snow-water draining from above was converged at one spot by ditches and a 
couple of aluminum tent stakes arranged for a trough to provide running 

water right by the fireplace. Amidst all the hustle and bustle we had to 

take time out to apply skeeter dope liberally and even bug-bomb the whole area. 


Ida and Jim were cooks for the day so supper was soon ready and we took 
+ime-out to dine in the Mural Room with Mt. Olympus, White Glacier and Mte 
Tom as the dominant items in the mural. Night was still some time away but 
there was plenty to keep us busy until time to turn ine 


We had expected the nights to be cold but found things very mild instead. 
Monday morning Charlie arose in the pre-dawn murk and made so much noise 
around the fireplace that most of the rest of the gang were soon there too. 
By 8 o*clock Charlie was on the trail back to Sol Duc to meet Ami and Nancy 
and guide them to campe His dust had ‘ardly settled when we were honored 

by a visit from Judge Long and his wifee They really get around, those two. 
Dressed little better than tramps but as happy as larks to escape for a time 
from the restrictions of city life they thoroughly enjoyed hiking around in 
the mountainse Over a cup of coffee the Judge went on at length to describe 
the various views and trips near our camp, not neglecting the wonderful view 
to be had from the er-—bathroom used by the lookout on Bogechiel Peake We, 
in turn, all rose to the defense of the view from our own er-——powder rooms. 
Both the ladies and mens lounges boasted of unsurpassed views of Seven Lakes 
Basine Views certain to promote meditation. 


The discourse was so intense that a big fat lazy garter snake was almost 
unnoticed when he wiggled out from behind Judge Long and crossed our kitchen 
to disappear in a clump of foliage on the downhill side of camp. We never 
saw him againe Probably allergic to Angoras. 
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Judge and Mrs. Long were headed for Bogecheil Peak and after they had gone 

we basked in the radiance of the friendliness as we turned to the business 

of remodeling camp. But for a while we took time out to watch a herd of 

elk grazing on an open slope near the summit of a ridge a mile or so away. 

Jim and Reuben moved their tent out of the kitchen up to the level of the 
upper patio. The water system underwent some engineering alterations 

designed to promote greater efficiency and the fireplace was torn out by the 
root and rebuilt with dual-grate cooking units, semi-irreversable warming oven 
tru-stone combustion chamber, universal smoke disposal and duo-draft control. ; 
Each feature was the latest innovation in its field. 


Careful computation established the maximum flow of our rebuilt water system 
at 12 gallons per hour. A drainage system designed to handle this was 
installed underground and then the cooking patio paved with genuine stone from 
our own quarry. All these operations took most of the day with time-out for 

a stroll over to Bogecheil Peak by way of diversion. Near dusk a sharp-eyed 
lookout spotted the Johnsons on the trail half a mile away and some of the 
stalwarts lit out to take their packs and administer moral support by babbling 
on and on about the beauties of our campsite. 


Bedtime was at hand by the time the late arrivals had been fed and gotten 
settled, In the fading light Ralph was squinting at the first-quarter moon 
riding low in the sky west of Olympus. He was gopmeget a picture of it about 
15 feet above the mountain, as he expressed ite Conditions were not just 
right but ought to be before we would break campe Well anyway, we still had 
clear skies and the stars were beginning to come out—-millions of tem. 


During the night distant rumblings were heard and about 3 A.M. Charlie poked 
his head out of his tent to have a looke Not a cloud was in sight so he went 
back to sleep. About 6 A.M. he was awakened by rain on his tent. It looked 
bad, we all agreed when we had hustled out where we could see the black old 
clouds swooshing in out of the southwest in the best west-coast style. About 
then 01d Sol slipped an inquiring beam of his stuff thru a rift in the clouds 
to the east, winked at us a time or two and set an east wind to work on the 
cloudse In a couple of hours it was all over except for a few private 
skirmishers that persisted for most of the day around the edges of the sky. 
We hadn't been even dampenede Ralph wanted to give all the credit to his 
barometer hung inconspicuously in a tree. At one time he nearly talked us 
into prostrating ourselves 7 times before it. 


With the weather crisis on the run we decided on a trip out the ridge beyond 
Bogecheil before noone As peaks go Bogecheil has little to brag about. Its 
prominence on the map is probably due in large part to the fact that it is 
formed by the junction of three ridges, making it a peak with S—way drainage. 
Imagine a letter Y turned so it's top is west. Bogecheil Peak is the junction 
of the three lines. As you stand at the junction looking into the top of the 
Y you face the headwaters of the Bogecheil River. Our camp is on the south 
slope of the ridge to the right, less than half a mile away. To your extreme 
right, a thousand feet down, is Seven Lakes Basin draining into the Sol Duc 
River farther north. On the left, ampste@n thousand feet down in the blue 
timber is the Hoh River on its way to the sea. After making the trip down 
there and back it is likely that Charlie and his daughter Nancy would be 
willing to testify that the Hoh River does not have to drop very much farther 


to reach sea-level. 
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On this Tuesday morning we went out the ridge to the Hast. Some went as 

far as the Silver Forest, while others turned back sooner as their own 
desires dictated. We were instructed by the cooks on duty to be back at 
lunch time, or else—-—-. Picture-taking, looking from Bogecheil and picking 
huckleberries occupied our time so fully that almost none of us reached camp 
much before 1 P.M. But we brought enough berries for an up—side-down cake or 
some such contraption sm the cooks forgave use Norman and Reuben ran into 

a bear right at High Divide and it is hoped they got some good pictures. The 
viewpoint of the subject in retreat might not be flattering put it should be 


interesting anywaye 


In the afternoon Charlie and Ralph took shovel and bar and started a weird 
rituale They paced forth and back. They consulted strange charts. They 
argued. They waved as if calling on the moon gods for lunar fix. Then as Lf 
by a prearranged signal they met and sunk their spade and bar in the ground 
and spoke in hushed tones,—-"This is it." Our speculation on the situation 
ran from buried treasure thru hidden oil deposits to a Uranium strike. A 
question finally brought the answer. This was to be a bean—holee But no 
ordinary bean-hole, mind youe This was to be a bean hole with a view. 


Located in a flowery glad precisely mid-way between the southeast corner of 
Charlie's tent and the northwest corner of the ladies tent the bean—hole 
enjoyed a view of Mte Olympus. As the constructors toiled at their task the 
Avalanche Lillys and Indian Paintbrush surrounding the site nodded in mite 
but colorful approval of the worke On the slopes above the International 
Brotherhood of Sidewalk Superintendents assembled in collective admiration. 
The lack of a high board fence with knotholes did not seem to be a handicape 
With the excavation completed, a lining of hand-fitted stones was built, then 
fuel for the fire was piled near the site. 


Jim had picked up a cold but he said there was nothing wrong with him that a 
little fishing would not fix. So he and Norman rigged their fishing gear and 
prepared food and packs for an overnight trip to the basin. The evening meal 
was served early so they could get away in good time. 


Barly in the day the threat of rain had been dispersed. But the rain-gods 
were not to give up so easily. After being put of the picture they had 
appealed to old devil fog to work on us. All day the fog had sulked in the 
valleys below use The Hoh River valley was nearly full of the stuff and all 
but the upper slopes of the Bogecheil River valley were lost in white. Near 
sunset we were treated to a display fog falls and odd formations near Olympus. 
Then it struck. 


Without warning it swopped over the ridge and was on us from behind--swirling, 
grey and dampe But there were some nice things about it tooe A sudden break 
in the fog found Charlie on the ridge trying to peer into Seven Lakes Basin. 
It was a white void but as the sun broke thru he beheld his own shadow cast 

on the fog-bank below surrounded by a halo-like aura in technicolor. It was 

a fit subject for a color camera but too fleeting to stay until a camera could 


oa 


You 
be put in action. Some would have,believe that the Specter-of-the Brachen 
can be seen only at favored spots in the Alps. We know better. 


Ralph was able to get a shot of a patch of fog red with sunset colors 
outlined against the deep blue-black of the forests in the valley below. 
Then that was gone and the show was over. The void of the Basin was lifting 
and under it we could look down on the lakes again. We looked and looked 
for Jim and Norman but could not see them. 


During the fog, Esther had started heating water for a mid-week sponge-off. 
The seclusion afforeded by the fog gave her a sense of security but it was 

noted that she retreated behind a canvas shield just in case the fog should 
lift at the wrong moment. L did too build thefire. 


Came the dawn of Wednesday and Ralph and Nancy i the cooking staff. 
But do you think Ralph got up to build the fire? No sireee Charlie did it 
againe For breakfast the main items were left-handed flapjacks. Or maybe 
one should say flopjacks. for Ralph expertly flopped them in the manner made 
famous some years ago by an old miner who made a specialty of cooking 
breakfast all day long in show windows. Later, while sampling his own 
product, Ralph lamented the lack of a device similar in function to the tray 
holders used at drive-in hamburger stands. Someone suggested a halter type 
but that was ruled out as being out of place-—- on Ralph at least. A 
workable model was quickly fashioned out of wire and applied to Ralph who 
pronounced it OK as he nonchalantly continued his morning meal. See photos 
for details. 


The barometer continued to grind out good weather so a trip down into Seven 
Lakes Basin was planned for the day. After lunches had been prepared and 
sleeping bags put out to air the group struck off down the trail. Reuben 
remained behind as the vice-president in charge of chasing bears out of 

camps About half an hour later yoo-hoo's were exchanged by the hikers in the 
basin and the bear—chaser on the ridge above camp.- Some campers and fishermen 
were found by the hikers at the first lake they visited. A rubber raft taken 
in by manpower was helping the fishermen in their quest for the finny fellows. 


A smattering of small isolated lakes tempted some of the less modest members 
of the party to indulge in baths in spite of the mosquitoese But most of the 
gang settled for foot baths at noone The bear-chaser in camp could follow 
the general progress of the group and report that they ate an early lunch 
before starting the slow climb out of the Basin by a different route. 


They began straggling in to camp about three otclocke Ralph was the last one. 
He came rushing up the path with perspiration pouring off his face in a steady 
stream. Out came his watch and after a moments hasty mental concentration he 
announced that he had left High Divide and gone the 2 miles down to Hoh Lake, 
taken some pictures and returned to camp in just 1% hours. The climb from the 
lake had been made in % hour. Then he doffed his hat and we saw that the 
perspiration running off his chin was aided and abetted by a gob of snow on top 


of his heade 
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Time for the evening meal was fast approaching,an expectant hush fell over 
the group. With the major preparations for the meal out of the way, ably 
cared for by Nancy, the group gathered in expectation. The final chapter 
of Operation Beanhole was about to begine 


SER first act upon arising in the pre-dawn murk had peen to light 

the carefully laid fuel in the hole. It had purned to coals before the 
start of the Lake Basin hike and the coals had been removed, the pot of 
beans put in place and carefully covered with coals and the remaining fuel. 
Now was to come the unveilinge 


With measured tread the group approached the scene of action. As they 
gathered in a réspectful semi-circle it was for all the world like a group 
of surgeons watching the greatest of them perform 4 delicate operation. 

But one aid not hear the solem intonation of "Scalpal", "Sponge," "Suture", 
Instead the silence was shattered with-—"Dig out those ashes a little more", 
"T hope the lid didn't come off", "Do you suppose it exploded?", “Ouch, dang 
it, that thing is hot. Gimme those gloves.” 


At last the pot was exposed to view, hoisted aloft and carried at the head 
of a triumphal procession back to the cooking patioe The final test of the 
result of Operation Beanhole came at dinner that night and they were 
pronounced perfect by all the testerse 


The day had been quite warm and as evening came on it began to feel like 

the night would be equally cold. About the time we were hunting extra 
jackets the fishermen returned from the basin with a very discouraging 
report and no fish. The fog of the previous evening was not presente Even 
out at sea the usual fog bank was very light and broken. At breakfast 

Ralph reported having seen the lighthouse on Destruction Island in the early 
morning gloome During the day we could see the island clearly and as dusk 
settled we all could see the light winking away at its monotonous taske 

Some hasty computations with the maps we had at hand set the distance at 
between 35 and 40 milese 


Thursday morning before Charlie could get the fire going Ralph had started 
his photographic activitiese His dressing operations came to a halt just 
this side of his suspenders when Old Sol got his fingers on the edge of the 
eastern horizon for the big push over ite With his suspenders flying like 
banners Ralph rushed for his tripod, thoughtlessly left away from his tent. 
With the gadgets fixed atop the tripod he squated and squinted until the 
final click signalled for a return to the neglected dressing operations. 


Qur destination for the day was Hoh Lake about 25 miles from campe Crossing 
High Divide gave us a fine view of the Hoh River valleys Half a mile down 
the trail we crossed a ridge and saw the lake below us. Before we got very 
much farther we forgot all about the lake for awhile. Someone spotted a 
bear on the hillside above the lake. Then another, and another, and another, 
and another, etce until we could count 11 of them in sight all the same time. 


Sits 


They were spread out on the slope for a mile or so with the nearest perhaps 


500 yards away. One set of twins ambling along after ma stole the show for 
awhile even if they were the farthest away. 


By this time many of the bears that we saw repeatedly had attained the 
stature of names and personalities. Or should one say “bearalities"? 

A big old thing who must have been the papa bear ambled up onto a snow bank 
and began to model as a rug. Somehow he became named Lester. Mama and 
junior began to edge over that way in their quest for huckleberries. 


The threat of a feminine and juvenile invasion caused Lester some annoyance 
to the extent of lifting up his head far enough to appraise the situation. 
As the invasion threat lessened he relaxed back flat on the snow agains 


For twenty minutes or more we watched the show before going on down to the 
lake. When we reached the lake Norman set-to with his fish pole and soon 
had a couple of nice trout. But that's all he could get tho he spent hours 
at it. We lunched on the shores of the lake after giving a thorough 
inspection to the de lux shelter just a hop and skip down the valley from 
the outlet. Here we found the luxury of bunks, a fire place with metal 
hood and smoke pipe and multiple swinging grates. A note on one of the 
posts said — "Grub in saddlebox overhead. Help yourself if you need it." 
We didn't so we didn't. A sign pointed down a side trail said "Garage", 
but those who investigated were of the opinion that "Service Station” 
would have come closer to the truth even tho there were no gasoline pumpse 


While we were lunching a horseman came down the trail and joined us. He 
turned out to be hunting grass for the pack string used in transporting a 
group of Army Engineers who were busy getting data to be used in correcting 
trail locations when new maps were madee 


When we first arrived at the lake Ami and Nancy had embarked on a raft 
voyage but had made the trip very short. When we finally left early in the 
afternoon Norman had the raft tied up to an off-shore rock and was busy 
fishing from that vantage point. 


Just a day or so previous to our arrival at Sol Duc a lady in distress had 
been rushed from Hoh Lake to the hospital at Port Angeles Via Coast Guard 
helicopters When she first became seriously ill word had been sent down the 
trail the 10 or 12 miles +o Sol Duc Ranger station. The ranger contacted 
Park Headquarters at Port Angeles by radio and shortly after that the Coast 
Guard had floated down out of the sky to effect a speedy rescue. There are 
few places in these mountains for even a helicopter to land, but Hoh Lake 
had one spot that filled the bill. 


Going out of the Hoh Lake Basin we took things easy since the day had 

become really warm. We took advantage of every spot of shade on the way up 
and stopped to admire the many flowers along the way. We got pretty well 
strung out on the climb but seemed to converge just before we got to the top. 
Charlie was in the lead and suddenly he held up his hand and then shushed at 
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us while he motioned for us to come one We expected to see a bear 
eating berriese We did. Only this bear wore pright red slacks and 
answered to the name of Idae She was picking berries into a cup and it 
seemed to be such a good idea that most of us copied her and it began to 
look like a shortcake or sumpin for dinner. A few minutes later we 
stopped to watch a mama bear and twin cubs on the ridge just a couple of 
hundred yards ahead. They were probably not the same ones we had seen 
far to the west earlier in the day. 


Instead of going directly back to camp we took a side trip out a ridge 
dividing Hoh Lake Basin from the Bogecheil River. It was the ridge right 
across the valley from camp. From it we could almost have jumped into 

Hoh Lakee In fact we almost had to tell Bad Boy Horton to do just that. 
He suddenly developed a desire to prevent any further moss from growing on 
the nearby rocks. We finally coaxed him back to camp without resorting 

to the straight-jacket for controle 


From our vantage point on the ridge we yoo-hoo'd at Jim who had volunteered 
to be bear chaser for the daye On the trail below camp we could see two 
hikers, and on the ridge above them was a bear. This bear was no doubt the 
one we had seen near camp on several occasions and which became known to us 
as Ottoe We could see that the hikers did not know that Otto was above 
them only 50 feet or so away, so we all yelled in unison--"There's a bear 
above youe™ They looked our way first then up at the ridge just in time to 
see the posterior portion of Otto as he went over the summit. He had 
suddenly remembered that he was late for an appointment on the other side 
of the mountain. Up in this country the other side of the mountain is 
usually very much worth looking ate 


When we finally got to camp Ida decided it was time for a shampoo. In the 
process she discovered that the mountain viewed up—side—down took on new 
interest. The technique was to stand with back to the mountain, plop the 
feet far apart, bend over with the head down and look straight ahead, which 
in this position éomes out straight backward, and there*s your mountain 
up—-side-down. In a minute or two all the ladies were doing ite One might 
call it the new look. 


Friday was our last day in camps Jim and Norman went on another fishing 
trip to other lakes in the basin, Nancy and Charlie decided on a trip dow 
the 7 miles to Hoh River--and back up again. When they returned Nancy was 
bubbling over with information. Otto had registered at the Hoh Ranger 
station shortly before, as had some of her friends from Antioch College. 
Reuben and Ralph took off for a trip thru the Lake Basin and on their 
return reported that they had also been to Hart Lake in another basin 
farther east. On the return trip they found several extensive flowery 
meadows that gave a good view of Blue Glacier on Mt. Olympus. Just after 
lunch they crossed paths with Jim and Norman who spent the day watching 
the big fellows nudge their hooks around. 


During this last night in camp we had visitors in the guest room just 
above the snowbanke Bob and Patricia moved in for the night. Then 
Bob went fishing down in the basin, and left Pat to the mercy of the 
Angorase Since the Angora ladies had retired it was plainly the duty 
of the Angora men to entertain Pat around the fire. All went well 
until she suddenly got lonesome for Bob and decided he had been away 
too long. Up the ridge she went and started to holler down into the 
dark for him. No answer. That practically started a chain reaction 
and before you could say scat there were Angoras scampering up and 
down the ridge, blinking flashlights and hollering for all get out. A 
state of major confusion existed which did not subside until Bob got 
into camp a little while later. Under the conditions it is difficult 
to imagine how he could have missed the place. 


Our plans for breaking camp on Saturday had already been made. Norman 
would go out early to grab a campsite at Sol Duc and defend it against 
the expected Labor Day Crowd. The rest of us would pack up camp and 
then depart, leaving Ralph to guard it until Minnie arrived with her 
horsese The logic of the thing was that Ralph would not have to make 
camp again that night but could go to his wife's cabin. No one 
remembered that the camping equipment would not be there until the pack 
train and Ralph arrived, so we were all in the same boat. 


It was near dark when Ralph got to the cars and a few minutes after 
that Minnie came alonge Norman, when we released him from his vigil, 
had streaked for the ferry that would take him to Seattle, and Jim and 
Ida elected to go on to Port Townsend where Jim's sister lives. So the 
Johnsons and Jensens were left to themselves in camp. 


Sunday morning we packed as soon as Ralph and Florence drove up and 
then we were on our waye Past Lake Crescent we went to Port Angeles 
where we stopped long enough to go out on Ediz Hook for a looke Then 
eastward again on the Olympic Loop Highway. Thunderheads were forming 
over the mountains and by noon things really looked bad up theree For 
lunch we stopped at Beacon Point on Hood Canal. 


Every time we looked toward the mountains the clouds seemed to be blacker 
than before. We were glad we were out of there. Charlie, Ami and Nancy 
in the Johnson car played a game of follow the leader with Ralph, Florence, 
Esther and Reuben in the Horton car. The lead changed many times on the 
return to Astoria. A stop by the photographers at Derbyville put the 
Johnson car two places in the lead at the ferry landing where we had to 
wait in line from 6 till 8 otclock to make the crossing. Jim and Ida 
didn't get there until late in the evening and everything was rolled up 

so they went back to Long Beach and spent the night as lobby-guests at the 
hotel. A couple of days later the hotel burned down. 
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Well, by now we have all returned to the routine of our daily lives 
but we will never be the samee How could we, when the Gods had 
smiled so graciously on use All week we had wondered what the poor 
people were doinge Not a single accident or serious miscalculation 
caused us any misfortune. Search the weather records of that region 
for the summer and you won't find another 7-day period with such 
continuously perfect weather. Had we gone in a day earlier we would 
have been rained one Had we stayed a day longer we would have been 
caught in a bad storm. The per capita cost was § 1-20 higher than 
our estimated maximu, thanks to Minniets fifth horse and the dollar 
extra. But it was worth it. Where else could one spend such a 
glorious week for $ 26-20 including transportation both wayse 


We gotta do it again fellers. 
Those who made the trip were-—— 


Florence Horton (to Sol Duc Hot Springs) 
Ralph Horton 

Charlie Johnson 

Ami Johnson 

Nancy Johnson 

Jim Jarvis 

Ida Jarvis 

Norman Jensen ( from Seattle) 

Esther Jensen 

Reuben Jensen —- Historian 


